FORTY     THOUSAND     AGAINST     THE     ARCTIC

coloured pink by the setting sun, but it went quite dark
before we got to 'Old Dickson'. My things were packed in
a few minutes and I took my leave from everybody in a
great hurry.

A bad fog brewed above the island.    The Maikop lay
rather far out, south-west of Dickson.    It would not risk
the entry into the bay through the rocky straits without
daylight.   And so a group of sailors who were going to join
the ice-breaker Malygin took me out in their motor-boat.
We took forty-five minutes to pick our way through the
fog.   Borovikov accompanied us, for he knew every corner
of the island and every stray rock that showed up slightly
above the water.    The ice-breakers, as the crews of the
Arctic flotilla leaders were referred to by their friends, had
a brass band with them and as we cut through the mist
they unperturbedly played cheerful tunes which rang out
as our farewell through the tenfold crevasses of rocky Dick-
son,    Their cheerfulness did not ring falsely.   The music
was no pose of theirs.   They felt it was the proper style in
which modern men had to pick their way in their motor-
boats through the ice floes, rocks and mist of Polar waters,
piping triumphantly the hymn of the victory for which
forty thousand  of their  brave  companions  are  striving

against the Arctic.
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THE CAPTAIN OF THE  ' MAIKOP